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The hot breath of early afternoon lay over the ward
like a steaming cloak. I gave up hope of sleep and idly
turned my head so that I could see through the open
doors into the outside passage. Though from my bed
I could only see the bottom half of passers-by in the
corridor, I was able by now to identify almost every-
one. There was no mistaking the skinny black legs of
the Egyptian barber, the wobbling naked pink calves
of the Palestinian At, the long, brown, shapely legs of
the young Italian orderly, the heavy thighs, bulging
beneath gaberdine trousers, of the pompous Colonel
in charge of the hospital. At that moment a lanky pair
of cherry-picker trousers sauntered into view and dis-
appeared again. I pricked up my ears. Then I heard a
well-known voice saying, "Excuse me, Sister, but do
you know where I could find Lieutenant Maugham? "

I could scarcely restrain the joyful shout that came
to my lips.

"He's resting at the moment. I'm afraid I can't
allow you to see him now."

But Peter could be relied upon to rise to the occasion.

"Actually," he said, "I'm his nearest relative."

" You don't look a bit like him," Sister said.

"That always surprises people," he said as they
walked into the room. "Robin, my dear old fellow.
Where did you get those appalling pyjamas? I'm
delighted to see you."

I noticed he was lugging a heavy suitcase.

" Peter, where have you come from ? "

" Shepheard's. I wasn't a bit involved in this ghastly